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no devil, what care I ? I did not strike him on the bargain, so
it cannot hold."

"I should not wonder/' answered Franz, with a smile, "if
Gray cloak were a piece of a knave. But do thou follow me : the
silver groschen shall not fail thee."

Timbertoe set forth, hitched on briskly after his guide, who
conducted him up one street and down another, to a distant quar-
ter of the city, near the wall; then halted before a neat little
new-built house, and knocked at the door. "When it was opened :
" Friend/7 said he, " thou madest one evening of my life cheerful;
it is just that I should make the evening of thy life cheerful also.
This house, with its appurtenances, and the garden where it
stands, are thine; kitchen and cellar are full; an attendant is
appointed to wait upon thee; and the silver groschen, over and
above, thou wilt find every noon lying under thy plate. Nor will
I hide from thee that Graycloak was my servant, whom I sent to
give thee daily an honourable alms, till I had got this house made
ready for thee. If thou like, thou niayest reckon me thy proper
Guardian Angel, since the other has not acted to thy satisfaction.'*

He then led the old man into his dwelling, where the table
was standing covered, and everything arranged for his conveni-
ence and comfortable living. The grayhead was so astonished at
his fortune, that he" could not understand or even believe it. That
a rich man should take such pity on a poor one, was incompre-
hensible : he felt disposed to take the whole affair for magic or
jugglery, till Franz removed his doubts. A stream of thankful
tears flowed down the old man's cheeks; and his benefactor, satis-
fied with this, did not wait till he should recover from his amaze-
ment and thank him in words, but, after doing this angel-message,
vanished from the old man's eyes, as angels are wont; and left
him to piece together the affair as he best could.

Next morning, in the habitation of the lovely Meta, all was
as a fair. Franz dispatched to her a crowd of merchants, jewel-
lers, milliners, lace-dealers, tailors, sutors and sempstresses, in
part to offer her all sorts of wares, in part their own good ser-
vices. She passed the whole day in choosing stuffs, laces and
other requisites for the condition of a bride, or being measured
for her various new apparel. The dimensions of her dainty foot,
her beautifully-formed arm, and her slim waist, were as often and
as carefully meted, as if some skilful statuary had been taking
from her the model for a Goddess of Love. Meanwhile the bride-